A Change 


Author: peacesellsbutwhosmemeing 

Bands: Megadeth, Metallica 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, Cliff Burton, Dave Mustaine, James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Mon Jul 03 2017 07:12:26 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Hey guys, this is my first fic I've ever written, and I'd love to hear what you think of it so far. | hope you 
enjoy! Also, thanks to Red for helping me edit:) 


IDave's POVI 


It was a normal day. At least thats what | thought. | started my afternoon off by walking down the street to 


the café | normally go to. 

| checked the time on my phone “Fuck, three o'clock already?" | say, barely audible. 
Late for band practice. Again. 

‘Screw it: 


Taking a quick detour, | walked over to the liquor store and buy some Jack Dariels. 


‘Its not like they'll care if | show up drunk again" 


With my guitar case in one hand, and my Jack in the other, | started making my way to James’ garage, where 
we usually practice. Today was not just a normal practice day though, today was the day we meet our new 


bassist, Cliff Burton. 
‘Who cares about first impressions anyways, they're almost always wrong’ 


About an hour later, | arrived at James’ house, extremely drunk. | bursted through the door, causing everyone 


to jump in fear, except Cliff, who gave me a "who's this creep?" kind of expression. 
"Fucking late again," James said to me, clearly disappointed. "Are you drunk AGAIN Dave?" 


Instead of responding with words like a civil, rational person, | just walked up to James and smacked him across 


the face. That made him really mad. He punched me straight in the nose. 
"Who was that guy?" Cliff asked as everything slowly went fuzzy. 
“That is our lead guitarist." Lars answers, stifling a laugh. 


That's all | remember before everything went black. 


A promise 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is a bit longer, but not by much! | hope you guys like it, and if you have any ideas ofor where it 


could go, message me! 


| woke up extremely confused, and the rush of pain in my face when | tried to move alarmed me. 


‘Where am |?! 


| can hear muffled voices, but | have to concentrate really hard to hear them properly. 
"Look, this is becoming a huge problem, we can't let it go onl" A voice said 
"Look, James, it's ok! We can just kick him out if we want." Another responded. 


A soon as | heard this, | shot up off the ground and decided to say something really stupid before | could think 
properly. 


"We're kicking the new kid out already?" Everyone looked at me with an expression of disgust. 
"No Dave, we're talking about kicking YOU out" James said, giving me a cold glare. 

"Oh. Cool" | manage to slur out. 

"We're gonna give you a second chance though." Lars said sternly. 


| guess | was too drunk to remember this part. It may have been important if | did remember, but who 


knows? 


After a long awkward moment of silence, Cliff decided to speak, "Well hi there, i'm Cliff Burton, the new 
bassist" Cliff said as he shook my hand. 


"Hi cliff, im dave. Im a nice guy, but you won't like me when I'm drunk or angry, though those usually go hand 


in hand." Cliff and | shared an awkward laugh. 
"What are you the hulk or something?" Cliff said, through his laughter. 


"Y‘gonna pour beer down my bass or something?" Cliff was clearly joking around when he said this, 


"Not to you, but that's what | did to our last bassist," | said, a mournful expression on my face, before letting 
put a huge burp. 


‘| think i'm gonna like this guy: 


The next day was a bit easier for me, | wasn't late this time and | decided against alcohol that day, because | 
was excited to play with the bassist, and | thought that | at least should be sober enough to remember. 


As | entered the garage, James and Lars both looked at me like | had grown an extra head. 
"You're early?" They both say in shocked in unison. 
"And ready to play!" | add with a smile. 


When Cliff showed up, we started to practice an original song we wrote, which would go on to be "Hit the 


Lights". 

"Wow, Cliff, man you can play!" | say, he takes the comment rather nonchalantly, he clearly knows he's good. 
"| prefer to to play it like a guitar." Cliff responded. 

After we covered a few songs, Lars announced something that would excite us all, "I got us a paying gig!" 
Everyone, including me, had amazed looks on their face. 

"A PAYING GIG?" James yelled, in awe. 


"Yuuup," Lars responded, clearly proud of himself, "One downside though, it's in Texas." | couldn't help but let 


out a snort. 
"Who cares? Lets get packed! And out of here." | said, excitement clear in my voice. 


Before everyone set out, James stopped me, "Hey dave, look," James said before pausing, "I think you need a 


break from alcohol." 
| stared back at him, puzzled 
"Why though? We all drink!" | asked. 


"Well, when you're drunk..you tend to become..violent! But when we are drunk, Well we are fun, happy, drunks. 
The two don't tend to mix well" James explained. 


‘It won't be totally be bad though, because i'll give drinking up too!” | was gonna say something, but the shock | 
felt from James willing to do that for me stopped me. 


"Don't worry Dave, itll be a change. A good charge. | promise." James said, softly meeting my gaze. 
"A change you said?" | answered, "| promise to you that i'll try and not drink then" 


"Thank you, | appreciate it. I'm here for you, you know." 


